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literature I still possessed. "Thank you/5 lie said, "it will
circulate among us. Eager readers! They soak it up like a
dry sponge."

We had discussed the situation once more, and the
possibility of an early change.

"Things will grow more serious in the future/9 he said.
"It stinks of war. I tell you Adolf will go to war. If the wise
men of the West go on just calmly looking on., I can see the
worst coming. Well, Herr Doktor, that's your business now.
If you don't make the people see the truth in good time, we
shan't be much longer about it."

"My dear friend/' I said, "is not the only thing* I can do to
keep silent and make a modest fresh start with farming
somewhere? For me, politics are finished."

"Ah, don't say that," said my friend eagerly. "That's
what they all say. In that case, what chance is there ever of
any change? G. has married his secretary in his old age, and
is doing nothing more. They broke his spirit in prison.
Well, who else will there be? They all have their dreams.
They all want to be President of the Senate. Nobody will do
a thing."

"Can a man go against his own nation? Can a man play
the informer?" I rejoined. "Where is the line to be drawn
between contemptible treachery and permissible struggle
against what one regards as loathsome?"

"Now, don't bring up those questions, you too, at the
last moment. I hear that argument every day from my
German Nationalist customers, when I take books to them.
Herr Doktor, they will soon give in, and our Catholic Centre
party too. Well, just tell me, who else is there left? If
nobody will put a spoke in Adolf's wheel, we may as well
give up."

"Yes/c I said, "in the West they are making the same
mistake that we made. They underestimate what is going on
here as we did. Or else they refuse to see it. They are
shutting their eyes to it. Is it not incredible? We ourselves
know by now that there can be no coming to terms with
Nazism, Don't, the others know that yet?"

"Exactly/' replied my friend. "So we are just waiting,
but not much longer. Our mea, poor chaps, are felling away